la TheTtvim^klCkfmm: 

Pat. You have made me 
(I thankc yoa eofsti jircite)almoR wanton 
wkh my Captivity; whatamifery 
It is to live abroadc? and every where ; 

Tis like a Beaft me thinkes: I findc the Court here 
I am fare a more content, and all thofe plcafure* * 

That wooe the wilsof inea to vanity, 

I fee through now, and am fufBcient 
To tell the world,tis but a gaudy (haddow. 

That old Time, as he pafles by takes with him. 

What had we bin old in the Court of C^€ok^ 

Where fin is lufiice, luft, and ignorance. 

The vertues of the great ones.-Cofen Arcite^ 

Had not the loving gods found this place for us 
We had died asthey doe,illold inen,unwept. 

And had their Epitaphes,the peoples Cutfes> 

Shall I fay more? 

Arc. I would heare you fiill. 

Pd. Yeihalh 

Is there record ofany two that lov’d 
Better then we doe Areitti 
Arc. Sure there cannot. 

74/. Idoenottbinkeicpoinbleouifriendfbip 
Sho uld ever leave us. 

^rc. Till our dcathes it cannot 

__ Enter Emilia Hiad her mmi 

And after death our ipirits fhall be led 
To thofc that love eternally. Speake on Sir. 

This garden has a world of pleafurcs in’t. 

Emit. What Flowrcis this ? 

Worn. Tis calldNarciflTus Madam. 

Emil. That was a faire Boy certaine, but a foole. 

To love himfelfc, were there not maides enough? 

Are. Pray forward. 

Tat. Yes. 

Emil. Or were they all hard hearted? 

Worn. They could not be to one lb fa«e» 

Emil^ Thou wouldft not, ^ 


Ithinkellhouldnot Madam. 

Emil. That’s 

But take beede to your kmdncs though* 
irom. WhyMadam.^ 

Emil. Men are mad things. 

%"mil lie have a gownc full of 'cm andof thefej 
This is a pretty colour , wilt not doc 
Rarely upon a Skirt wench. ^ 

'X; 

pal. Never till now I was in pnfoii 
Arc. Why whats the matter Man. 

*pd. Behold,and wonder. 

By heaven (bee is a Goddeffc. 

Arcite.^i. 
p4/. Doc reverence; 

She isa Goddeffc Arcitei. 

Emil. OfallFlowtcs, 

Me thinkes a Rofe is beft. 

fyom. Why gentle Madam? 

Emil. It is the very Etnblcme of a Matde. 

For when the weft wind courts her gently 

How modcftly fhc blowe.s, and paints the Sun, ^ 

With Ui chafte blu(hes?Whcnrf« Notth coweS nCMC her. 

Rude and impatient, then, like Chaftity 

Shee lockes her beauties in her bud againc. 

And leaves him to bafe b tiers. 

tVom. Yet good Madam, 

Sometimes her raodefty will blow fo far 
Shefalsfor’tta Mayde 
If (bee have any honour, would be loth 
To take example by her. 

£mil. Thou art wanton. 

Arc. She is wondrous faire. 

Pd, Sheisall the beauty extant. 


